THE   INVINCIBLE   ADAM

me like whole vineyards of the man-root crushed and brewing
and steaming.

" Kotus !   Long live Kotus ! "

A company of horsemen galloped into the arena, and blew
long silver trumpets.
The people reseated themselves.

The first feats I accomplished as in a dream. My discus
whizzed by the others as an eagle flashes past a wild goose.
My legs outran the legs of my competitors as an antelope
outruns a timorous sheep. While the heavy iron balls of the
athletes had risen and rolled and long remained still upon
the ground, mine continued its flight upward, until it seemed
a speck such as dots the eye of a man upon a dusty road,
and when it fell back it crashed through the earth and dis-
appeared.

"Kotus!   Kotus I"

The attendants planted a crossbar upon two prongs. Each
contestant, a great pole in his hands, dashed, gathered
momentum, and leaped over it. The crossbar was lifted
higher and higher. One by one the athletes struck against
the bar, and fell. Only Basilicus, the most famed of jumpers,
and myself remained. The crossbar was raised thrice the
height of a tall man.

Basilicus spat upon his palms, measured the pole, breathed
deeply, dashed, and with one supreme effort, leaped.    The bar
shivered, but remained standing.    Basilicus dizzy, staggering,
his mouth a mass of foam, was acclaimed tumultuously.
" Basilicus 1   Basilicus 1"

The world's record had been broken. Never in the history
of man, not even in the glorious days of Athens, had anyone
surpassed his feat.

Procopius, trembling, pale, approached me.
" Shall we renounce the palm for jumping, Kotus ? " he
asked.   "Shall we let Basilicus win one of the trophies?
No mortal can outdo him, I am certain of it."